254                                    THE ENEMY

Fanny went down the dark staircase, her face turned towards
her lover, who was standing looking over the banisters. In the
car she forced herself to gaze straight and firmly at this ne\v
uprush of pain, this sudddn onset of agonizing jealousy. She was
like a newly awakened sleeper who, when the shutters are thrown
open, has to accustom his eyes to the blinding sunlight
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FABIEN must have realized his danger, ibecause, having
dressed with the intention of dining at the Quai Debilly,
in spite of Fanny's protest, he dared not take the risk, but
wandered about in the mist that hung about between the parapet
and the trees of the deserted river bank. He would not go up
until he had seen the lights flash on behind the curtains of the
drawing-room windows. He had an instinctive awareness of the
peril he was running, but could think of nothing but Colombe
and her impending departure. Once she had gone he would fall
again into tie old rut, would find himself face to face with Fanny
for ever and ever. From then on his life would be completely
empty. But there was still this one evening left, and he had made
up his mind to take the chance it oflfered.

They must have finished dinner by this time. He entered the
house, but was terrified by the reflection of his haggard face in
the hall mirror, and stopped for a moment to straighten his tie.
Fanny was not in the large drawing-room, and his entrance
passed unnoticed. Colombe was not there either. He hunted for
her in vain through all the other rooms, but found no trace of
her until he reached the small room furnished with lacquer,
where he had got drunk one evening on sweet wine. He came
to a dead stop outside the door, his heart beating, because he
had recog nized the voices of Cyrus Bargues and Colombe.